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"All The Wrong Places"-Chapter One 


Disclaimer: This is a work of fan fiction. It is loosely based on the public personas of real people. No money has 


been made from this fic. | do not own its characters. No harm or impeachment is intended. 


Pizza works. Or at least that's what the dude told me. | mean, you don't do it with guys like you do it with 
chicks. It was bad enough walking into that place, let alone having to ask Lloyd for his help. And the situation, in 
my professional opinion, couldn't have gotten much worse. If you're a guy with long hair walkin’ into a bar (if 
its not from the back way and you're not with your band), people look at you funny. Even in 1987. But here.it 


was fucking freaky. Here, | was like..not even noticeable. 


| still had on my stage ‘do and my black eyeliner, with my hair whacked out to here, And some just..smiled. 


Others winked..dude that was freaky. | knew in my heart | should have turned back Should have bolted for the 
fucking highway. But spotting a familiar face behind the counter shut that little door of opportunity in my face. 
He nodded his head to an empty bar stool. | took a few steps. Swallowed. | was getting dizzy, with my eyes 
darting around like they were. Dude | wanted to run. Fucking TAIL it. 


* eK KK 


| steady the flat box with one hand as | slam on the brakes. Damn red lights anyways. Nearly sent the fucker 
over the seat and into the dash. This is more damn difficult that | thought it would be. | never had do work so 
goddamn hard to get laid! Throw a bunch of flowers at her, here ya go. Take her out to the 50-dollar 
dinner..she's all yours. But buy a goddamn $5 pizza and you're screwed, cowboy. Scratch that. Not screwed. 
That's the problem. | search the road lookin’ for the street our damn hotel's on. Yeah | could have ordered 


room service or somethin’... But | needed time. To clear my head. Turn a corner and | finally see it. Shake my 


head. What the hell am | doing? 


eee KK 
He passed me a scotch and listened to my story. Good ol Lloyd. | remembered his bartending days from the 
Galaxy. | should have known he'd end up in a gay bar. But, to each his own, right? 


"Then you need my advice?" He turned around to grab a rag and wiped down a few glasses. Jesus | was 
nervous. Did | really just tell him? | mean, shit, ya know..braggin’ about chicks? That's one thing. But tellin a guy 
you're as straight as a fucking arrow, but you just got this itch about this one dude..you can't fucking get him 
off your mind? I'm fucking Jeff LaBar! | can get any chick on the block-and I've gotta have it for some DUDE? 
Fuck, what? But Lloyd just grinned and leaned down to me, and said "Pizza" 


Pizza. Pizza? PIZZA? What the hell was THAT supposed to mean? | shoulda just punched him. Just for being 
stupid! He took one look at my glare and grabbed my chin. | suppressed the urge to smack his hand away. | 


could tell there was more coming. 


"Pizza" he said again. "Slows ‘em down. And Pizza's neutral ground. A place to start from. He'll be warmed up 


enough to play it cool. And so will you." 


* eK KK 


The room is four flights of stairs up, at the end of the only hallway on that floor, next to a square window 
set in concrete. The pizza box is burning the palm of my hand and if | carry it the other way it just burns my 


bare arm, so... 
Oh jesus | hope this works. 


| knock on the door. Eric's the one with the key, after all. There's a rattle of a chain and the 'shink'of a bolt, 
and Fred pokes his head out, smiles up at me. "Oh hey Jeff” 


| lick my lips nervously. God this is so hard.. 

"Fred, is uh.hey. Where's Tom?" 

Fred blinks and pushes the door open. Eric's lounging on the bed watching porn. Okay, | was horny already and 
all the yelps and "aah"s coming from the ‘tube. Eric's gone nuts about cable. | suppose, when you've only ever 
had three channels growing up..He's stuffing his face with chips and clicking through like, ten of ‘em..Couldn't 
decide which one to watch, apparently.. 

Fred cringes at the TV and returns to his video game. It's different-this, in-between state. It's quiet tonight. 
Which after a ten-hour practice and a show at the PussyCat isn't so bad. Night Songs (which Fred and | didn't 
actually play in) has two weeks left before it's debut. The Manager says it's supposed to be quiet like this..calls 
it a deep breath before all hell breaks loose. 

This is just the "breath" I've been waiting for. Two weeks with this new front man and I've got blue balls 
already. For a dude! Does that make any fucking sense? | mean, | remember playin’ in nightclubs with bands 


that used to open for this act.but being with Tom 24/T.yeah it's a good life. 


| step into the room and kick Eric's leg. "nuh?" He looks up at me, crumbs all over his mouth. | have to snicker. 


And to think, the press calls him our "barbie doll". 

"You seen Tom?" 

Eric looks around the room before finally grabbing up a handful of sheets from the bed and pulling them back 

partway to reveal a mass of curly cinnamon-brown hair, with a swatch of blonde curled up into it. Dead asleep. 
Damn IT. Shoulda known he'd be sleeping though. Always is. Couldn't see him on the bed though, thanks to Eric's 
fat ass. Eric gives me "watch this" grin and pokes Tom's earlobe. | frown. 

| really should bite him. 


Tom moans and his whole body shifts on the bed, swatting a hand at Eric's. 


Shit is he gorgeous. | mean, in my defense, as a totally straight dude.he does look a little bit like well, a chick. 


fucking make it to the pizza... 
"Eric." A deep voice. Sounds made from deep down in the throat. "What did you fucking wake me up for, man?" 
| grin a little. He may look like a chick but he sure as hell talks like a dude. 


Eric shrugs and pushes a chip in his face. He must have moved too fast ‘cause Tom wheels back and falls off 


the bed. Fred looks horrified and Eric bursts out laughing. Tom wrestles with the blankets wound around his 


ankles and finally stands up, slapping Eric in the face with a pillow. He steps on the remote that's on the floor 
which shuts the TV off. He crashes on the sofa, pouting those lips , dragging a blanket back on top of him. 


And as l'm watching al of this that pizza is burning a hole in my hand. It's now or never. 

| swallow and step towards the lump on the couch. "Hey Tom-" 

He doesn't even bother looking up. Just pulls the blanket over his shoulders, burying himself down deep. "Yeah?" 
Just fucking drop it, Jeff. 

What the hell are you thinking? 

| walk back towards the door. 

Alot of fucking good all this did me. 

| slap the pizza box down on the coffee table and fiddle with the locks. Fuck it! | can't get them off.. 
Then a soft voice in my ear. 

"You okay, Jeff?" 

| turn to Fred and look over his shoulder to watch as Eric helps himself to my box of pizza 

| sigh. 

Fuck it. 

Fred grins and is happy to grab me a piece. 

"Dude," Eric lifts his head. "You shoulda’ got two." 

| wanna fucking kick his ass. 

"lm stuck" 

| blink down at Fred. "What?" 

"m stuck, dude." He holds up a controller. "Can't get out of Wariotown" 


| sigh and leave the pizza to its fate. 


| get down on the floor in front of the small black and white TV we snuck in from the tour bus. Fred jumps on 


the chair behind me and rests his chin on my shoulder, engrossed in the screen. 
Dude. 
This gay thing has got to stop. 


| feel someone watching me. | turn my head slowly to the left and to Tom's sleepy gaze. His eyelids partially 


closed, he smiles sleepily at me. No, at us... 
| frown. What the fuck. 


| turn back and Fred's shoving another piece of pizza at me. "Uh..thanks.." | snatch it from him and stuff it into 
my mouth. Well, its not sex.. 


But it works. 


